ASTROPHEL AND STELLA                      zo

Loathing all lies, doubting this flattery is:
And no spur can his resty race renew
'Without, how far this praise is short of youa
Sweet lip, you teach my tongue with one sweet kiss.

LXXXI

O KISS, which dost those ruddy gerns impart;

Or gems or fruits of new-found Paradise,

Breathing all bliss and sweetning to the heart,

Teaching dumb lips a nobler exercise;

O kiss which souls, even souls, together ties

By links of love and only Nature's art,

How fain would I paint thee to all men's eyes,

Or of thy gifts at least shade out some part 1

But she forbids: with blushing words she says

She builds her fame on higher-seated praise.

But my heart burns: I cannot silent be.

Then, since, dear life, you fain would have me peace,

And I, mad with delight, want wit to cease,

Stop you my mouth with still, still kissing me.

LXXXH

NYMPH of the garden where all beauties be.
Beauties which do in excellency pass
His who till death lookt in a watery glass,
Or hers whom nakd the Troian boy did see;
Sweet garden-nymph, which keeps the cherry-tree
Whose fruit doth far the Hesperian taste surpass,
Most sweet-fair, most fair-sweet, do not, alas,
From coming near those cherries banish me.
For though, full of desire, empty of wit,
Admitted late by your best-graced grace,
I caught at one of them, and hungry bit,
Pardon that fault; once more grant me the place;
And I do swear, even by the same delight,
I will but kiss, I never more will bite.

Lxxxm

f To a Sparrow]

GOOD brother Philip, I have borne you long.
I was content you should in favour creep,
While craftily you seem'd your cut to keep,
As though that fair soft hand did you great wrong: